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Distress, deep affliction, overwhelm me at the sight of boys
playing bare-footed in the street, of a beggar in rags, a drunken
coachman. . . . Tossing a copeck to a beggar woman, I fly from
her as if I had done evil. . . . Has a man, after all this, any right
to forget himself in art, in knowledge ?
BELINSKY: Russian Literature in 1844.
Dinner at the "Continental/* to commemorate the anniversary
of the great reform (the abolition of serfdom in Russia). Tedious
and absurd. To dine, drink champagne, make a noise, deliver
speeches about the national consciousness, the conscience of
the people, freedom and such things, whilst slaves in tail-coats
are running round your tables, veritable serfs, and your coachmen
wait outside, in the street, in the bitter cold, that is lying to the
Holy Spirit.                                                  CHEKHOV: Diary.
I did not understand what these sixty-five thousand people in
Rostov lived for and by. I knew that Kimry lived by boots, that
Tula made samovars and guns, that Odessa was a sea-port, but
what our town w^as, and what it did, I did not know. Great
Dvoryansky Street and the two other smartest streets lived on
the interest of capital, or on salaries received by officials from
the public treasury; but what the other eight streets, which ran
parallel for over two miles and vanished beyond the hills, lived
upon, was always an insoluble riddle to me. And the way these
people lived one is ashamed to describe! No garden, no theatre,
no decent band: the public library and the club library were
only visited by Jewish youths, so that the magazines and new
books lay for months uncut; rich and well-educated people slept
in close, stuffy bedrooms on wooden bedsteads infested with
bugs; their children were kept in revoltingly dirty rooms called
nurseries, and the servants, even the old and respected ones,
slept on the floor in the kitchen, covered with rags. On ordinary
days the houses smelt of beetroot soup, and on fast days of
sturgeon cooked in sunflower oil. The food was not good, and
the drinking water was unwholesome. In the town council, at
the governor's, at the head priest's, on all sides in private houses,
people had been saying for years and years that our town had not
a good and cheap water-supply, and that it was necessary to
obtain a loan of two hundred thousand from the Treasury for